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Youth*
I
Youth, lapsing thro' fair solitudes,
Pour'd by long glades and meadowy mounds,
Crown'd with soft shade her deepening floods That wash'd her shores with blissful sounds:
Her silver eddies in their play
Drove into lines and studs of light The image of the sun by day,
The image of the moon by night.
The months, ere they began to rise, Sent thro' my blood a prophet voice
Before the first white butterflies,
And where the secret streams rejoice.
I heard Spring laugh in hidden rills,
Summer thro' all her sleepy leaves Murmur'd: a voice ran round the hills
When corny Lammas bound the sheaves:
A voice, when night had crept on high,
To snowy crofts and winding scars, Rang like a trumpet clear and dry,
And shook the frosty winter stars.
When I was somewhat older grown
These voices did not cease to cry, Only they took a sweeter tone,
But did not sound so joyfully:
Lower and deeper evermore
They grew, and they began at last To speak of what had gone before,
And how all things become the past.
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